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at a table opposite. I thought I recognised them as two of the men who
had edged their chairs close to ours in Black Horse Square.
"Not too good," said my Spanish-looking friend. "Fortunately I
know this neighbourhood. We shall have to make a dash for it."
Suddenly he rose and went quickly into the kitchen of the wine
tavern and out at the back door. I was close on his heels. We were in
another alley between high walls.
"Better do a sprint," said my man.
I ran after him. He knew his way like a rat behind the wainscot,
turning and twisting through narrow ways. In a few minutes we were
in the hotel in Black Horse Square.
"Quite amusing!" said this strange fellow.
Like Queen Victoria when she was told an improper story I was not
amused.
"I want to ask you a straight question," I told him. "Were those
fellows out for you or out for me?"
"For me," he answered. "But I'm quite all right as long as I'm with
you."
"In that case," I said, "I am not at all right in your company. I shall
be glad if you will keep away from me. I have my own work to do."
He laughed and did not look offended.
"I have an idea what work it is, but that's not my business. I shall
be sorry if I don't see more of you. Anyhow, good night, and thanks for
a pleasant evening which I have much enjoyed."
The first prison I visited was the Forte Mon Santo outside Lisbon.
I drove there in one of the new taxi cabs which had recently taken the
place of horse-drawn cabs, and my driver went like a madman and a
murderer, deliberately killing any dogs on the road. He knocked out
three and was astonished at my anger.
We came to the top of a hill where, according to my map, there was a
fort and prison. But I could see no building. On examination I saw a
circle of ventilators, and then discovered that the fort was underground
and surrounded by a deep walled ditch. The sentry on guard was
suspicious and could not make out what I wanted. He spoke no
English and I spoke no Portuguese, but by signs I made him aware that
I wanted to get into the prison. I had an 'Open Sesame'. It was one of
my gold pieces which I held out to him. He was willing to give me the
prison for this bit of gold and became obsequious.
I went down with him to damp dark dungeons. No light reached the
prisoners directly but only as it was reflected from the walled ditch.
In the very centre of this frightful prison, in utter darkness, was a cell
like a tomb, invisible from without and with only one aperture. In
there were two human beings who had gone mad. They were fed by